CYPRESSES

Squat dark trunks, hands on hips.
Plant their feet in the fleeting grass.

Across his face the sun's hair
In golden wantonness is blown.
The mauve down of mountain-spines
Ripples like cat's fur backward stroked,

Under the bridge the rods wag.

Over the bridge the wires sing.

The river round the stolid drums

Beats blue to green and green to gold.             10

Wind at wide hats like captured crows.
Wind at the heart like running surf.
And wind upon the wild sky
Like Van Gogh's paintbrush wild with pain,

L. AARONSON

Tarascon

CYPRESSES

TUSCAN cypresses.
What is it ?

Folded in like a dark thought

For which the language is lost,

Tuscan cypresses,

Is there a great secret ?                                            20

Are our words no good ?

The undelivesable secret,

Dead with a dead race and a dead speech, and yet

Darkly monumental hi you,

Etruscan cypresses.